i8o             ENGLAND'S   HOUR

Twenty minutes later, after the train has
stopped continually between Clapham and
Wimbledon, we wonder whether we have chosen
wisely, for we suddenly hear the sound of an
aerial battle overhead. As always during an air
raid, the blinds of the train windows are drawn,
but when we stop at Berrylands Park, we see
the alighting passengers run for their lives.
Lifting the blind, we watch incendiary bombs
dropping like tennis balls on the roads near the
railway line/ and listen, with a horrid pricking
of our hair, to machine-gun bullets rattling on
the carriage roof.

"Better get down," our male travelling com-
panion advises grimly.

Without ceremony, we flatten ourselves amid
the dust and cigarette ends on the carriage
floor as again the train begins to move. This
time, I conclude, my last moment must have come.
Why wasn't I endowed with a greater share of
native intrepidity, since I have to exist in days
like these?

But the small train, miraculously unhit, moves
steadily along. At the large station where we
have to change, an insecure above-ground shelter
offers cover of a kind, but now we are beyond the
reach of the Nazi 'planes surging towards London.
A fast train to W. suddenly arrives on the oppo-
site platform and, trembling with relief, we climb
in. Just before we reach our destination, the